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
I Wouldn’t Remember Me Either
Nat Smith
3HRSOHÀQGLWVRKDUGWRUDWLRQDOL]HNLOOLQJDQRWKHUKXPDQEHLQJ
%XWDUHZHEHWWHUWKDQEHDVWV",IHDU,KDYHORVWP\HPSDWK\
The man draws a sharp breath as the blade plunges into his stomach. 
+HFRXJKVDQGVSXWWHUVVSLWWOHÁ\LQJIURPKLVOLSV+LVMDZGURSVIURPWKH
contortion of  his guts… the blade twists. And twists.
,W·V VR GLIÀFXOW WR DUWLFXODWH ZK\ , GHVSLVH KLP0D\EH LW·V KLV
SUHWHQVHRI IULHQGOLQHVV0D\EHLW·VEHFDXVH,IHHO OLNH,·YHPHWKLP
EHIRUH0D\EHLW·VWKHRYHUSRZHULQJVHQVHRI GpMjYX,JHWZKHQHYHU
KHVSHDNV,ZRQGHULI KH·VKDGDQRULJLQDOWKRXJKWEHIRUH
´0DQKHVDLGKH·GKLWPHXSZKHQWKH\OHIWµ
´)XFN LW OHW·V KHDG RYHU QRZ$QG*LOEHUW GRPH D VROLG DQG
ÀQGVRPHZKHUHHOVHWRFUDVKWRQLJKW,JRWDJRRGIHHOLQ·DERXWP\
FKDQFHVµ 6WHYH ODXJKV DQG KLV IULHQG RIIHUV XS D ÀVW EXPS ´7KH
JRGGDPQGRUPVQRSULYDF\ZKHQ\RXQHHGLWµ)RURQFH,DJUHHZLWK
6WHYH+LVKHUGRI IROORZHUVVWDPSHGHVRXWRI WKHURRPEHKLQGKLP
,DEVRUEP\VHOI LQAs I Lay Dying
 It’s like there was a fellow in every man that’s done a-past the sanity or the 
insanity, that watches the sane and the insane doings of  that man with the same 
horror and the same astonishment. –Cash
,SHHURXWWKHVWDLUZHOOZLQGRZDQGZDYHWRP\SDUHQWV,WXUQ
DQGEHJLQWRPDNHP\ZD\XSWKHVWDLUVZKHQDVKRUWFKXEE\VWXGHQW
ZHDULQJDQRUDQJHEHDQLHZKLWHWVKLUWDQGJUHHQEDVNHWEDOOVKRUWV
URXQGV WKH FRUQHU DQG UXQVKHDGÀUVW LQWRP\ FKHVW+H VWXPEOHV
EDFN RQWR KLV KHHOV EHIRUH TXLFNO\ UHFRYHULQJ DQG OHDQLQJ IRUZDUG
ZLWKKLVKDQGH[WHQGHG+HFUXVKHVP\KDQGDQGYLJRURXVO\VKDNHV
LWXSDQGGRZQ
´,·P*L³µ
´'LG\RXNQRZ6WHYHLVJRLQJWROLYHKHUH",QWKLVGRUP"µ+HFXWV
PHRII ZLWKHQWKXVLDVP,ORRNGRZQDWWKHODUJHWXIWRQKLVEHDQLH
+HFUDQHVKLVKHDGXSZDUGVDQGUHWXUQVP\JD]H

´:KRH[DFWO\LV6WHYH"µ,UHVSRQG
´<RXKDYHQ·WPHWKLP\HW"2KER\\RX·OONQRZLWZKHQ\RXGRµ
KHVD\VZLWKDWRRWK\JULQ
,QRGVORZO\DQGVWDUW WRVWHSWRZDUGV WKHVWDLUVVWUXJJOLQJIRU
VRPHWKLQJWRVD\´7KDW·VQLFHµLVDOO,PDQDJH
´+H·V MXVW VXFKD OLNDEOHJX\µKHSDXVHV DQGKLV IDFH OLJKWVXS
ZLWKWKHUHDOL]DWLRQRI DQLGHD´,EHWZH·OODOOEHJRRGIULHQGV7KLV
LVJRQQDEHJUHDW&ROOHJHµ+HSXQFWXDWHVKLVODVWVWDWHPHQWZLWKDQ
DQLPDWHGKROOHUWKHQUXVKHVRII GRZQWKHVWDLUV
The smile haunts me. The welcoming part of  the lips and glint of  the teeth 
only drive me deeper into the recesses of  space. But I cannot escape
 
0RVWSHRSOHKDYHQRSUREOHPZLWKNLOOLQJDQLPDOV:KRLVWRVD\
DKXPDQOLIHLVPRUHYDOXDEOHWKDQDGHHU·V":HKXQWGHHUIRUVSRUW
DQGQRRQHFRPSODLQV:H VHH HDFKSHUVRQDV DXQLTXH LQGLYLGXDO
EXWZHGRQRWGLIIHUHQWLDWHGHHU+XPDQLW\KDVDSHUYDVLYHVHQVHRI 
VXSHULRULW\RYHUWKHDQLPDOZRUOG-XVWEHFDXVHZHKDYHODUJHEUDLQV
DQGVHOIDZDUHQHVVZHWKLQNZHDUHVRGDPQVSHFLDO
,KDYHQHYHUSDUWDNHQLQKXQWLQJEXWZKHQ,ZDVDFKLOG,KDGD
KDELWRI VODXJKWHULQJDQWV,ORYHGWRWDNHDVKRYHODQGSHUKDSVDFDQ
RI $;(DQGDOLJKWHUDQGH[WHUPLQDWHHQWLUHFRORQLHV0\JHQRFLGH
RI QXPHURXVDQWSRSXODWLRQVZDVDJXLOWIUHHDQGHQMR\DEOHHQGHDYRU
VDYHIRUWKHRFFDVLRQDOVOLSXSZKHQDQDQWZRXOGPDNHLWWRP\EDUH
VNLQDQGELWHEDFN7KHUHLVQRWKLQJTXLWHOLNHLPSRVLQJGRPLQDQFH
RYHUWKHQDWXUDOZRUOG$QWVDUHVRLQVLJQLÀFDQWNLOOLQJWKHPE\WKH
KXQGUHGVLVHDV\WRMXVWLI\EXWZKHQSHRSOHGRLWWRHDFKRWKHUWKH\
DUHODEHOHGDVSV\FKRSDWKLFPDQLDFV,JXHVVWKDWPDNHVVHQVH
“My favorite part,” he paused, scratched his mustache and grinned, revealing 
his yellow and rotten teeth.“Is when you see the fear of  death leave their eyes. It’s 
the instant they realize time’s up and there’s nothing they can do.”
7KHMLQJOLQJRI NH\VEUHDNVP\FRQFHQWUDWLRQ,WXUQDURXQGDQG
SUHSDUH WR PHHW P\ URRPPDWH 7KH GRRU VZLQJV RSHQ DQG 6WHYH
VWUROOV LQ+HEULHÁ\ VXUYH\VRXU WLQ\GRUPDQGQRGV VORZO\+H LV
GUHVVHG LQ WKH 8QLYHUVLW\·V XQRIÀFLDO XQLIRUP $ ÁDQQHO VKLUW DQG
MHDQVZLWKD1RUWK)DFHEDFNSDFN ,GRQ·WNQRZZKDWHOVH , FRXOG
KDYHEHHQ H[SHFWLQJ+H VHWVKLVEDJVRQKLVEHG WKHQ FRQÀGHQWO\

ZDONV XS WRPH 6WHYH LV WDOO DQGPXVFXODUZLWK D VZLUOHGPDVV RI 
FXUOHGORFNVDGRUQLQJKLVKHDG+LVIDFHLVSODVWHUHGZLWKDQDPLDEOH
JULQDQGSHQHWUDWLQJJUHHQH\HV+HLQWURGXFHVKLPVHOI DQGH[WHQGV
KLVKDQG
´,·P*LOEHUWµ,UHVSRQG´3OHDVHGWRPHHW\RXµ
´,ZDVMXVWVWRSSLQJE\WRPHHW\RXDQGGURSRII P\VWXII EHIRUH
,KHDGGRZQWRWKHOREE\IRUWKHLFHFUHDPVRFLDO6KRXOGEHDJRRG
SODFHWRPDNHVRPHIULHQGVPD\EHPHHWVRPHJLUOVµKHVD\VZLWKD
SOHDVDQWFKXFNOH´<RXFRPLQ"µ
´1R,·OOVNLSRXWRQWKDWµ,WHOOKLPDV,DYRLGH\HFRQWDFW
$́OULJKW VXLW \RXUVHOI EXW \RX·OO EH PLVVLQ· RXWµ KH VD\V ZLWK
FRQYLFWLRQKLVIDFHVWLOOGHFRUDWHGZLWKDQLQYLWLQJVPLOH
 
“Be Yourself!” the poster with the adorable kitten tells me. I wish I had 
another choice. 
,WXUQWKHFRUQHUDQGKHDGWKURXJKWKHKDOOZD\WRZDUGVP\GRUP
(YHQIURPDIHZGRRUVDZD\,FDQKHDUWKHVKLWW\UDSPXVLFEODULQJRXW
RI P\URRP,RSHQWKHGRRUWRGLVFRYHUIRXUJX\VOD]LQJDURXQGWKH
URRPVZLOOLQJFKHDSEHHU7KHRQO\GLVWLQFWLRQ,FDQPDNHEHWZHHQ
WKHIRXULVWKHFRORURI WKHLUÁDQQHO,VKRRWWKHRQHORXQJLQJRQP\
EHGDGLUW\ORRNDQGKHDGVWUDLJKWWRP\GHVN6WHYHLQWURGXFHVPH
EXWKLVWKUHHIULHQGV·QDPHVJRLQRQHHDUDQGRXWWKHRWKHU
´:K\GRQ·W \RX VWD\ DQGKDYH D IHZEHHUVZLWKXV":H·UH MXVW
SUHJDPLQJEHIRUHZHJRFUDVKD IUDWSDUW\ ,W·VJRQQDEHD IXFNLQ·
ULRWµ6WHYHVD\VZLWKKLVWUDGHPDUNVPLOHZKLOHKLVFRPSDQLRQVQRG
LQDJUHHPHQW
´1RWKDQNV,KDYHDQDQWKURSRORJ\SDSHUWRÀQLVKµ,GHFODUHDV
,JUDEP\ERRNVDQGODSWRSDQGKHDGWRWKHVWXG\ORXQJH,IHHOWKDW
P\UHGSRORDQGSOHDWHGNKDNLVDUHQRW WKHRQO\ WKLQJV WKDWZRXOG
NHHSPHIURPÀWWLQJLQZLWK6WHYH·VFURZG
Gazing into the mirror I run my hand through my hair. A massive clump 
ULSVRII LQP\ÀQJHUV0\IDFHVORZO\EHJLQVWRWZLVWDQGGLVWRUW*URWHVTXHOXPSV
and contusions grow from my skin. Abscesses pop in a bloody spectacle. My skin 
peels, revealing bone. My very body tries to escape my putrid existence. I can’t pull 
my eyes from the mirror.
´<HDKEXWGXGHOLVWHQWRWKLV$JX\,NQHZLQKLJKVFKRROKDG

VXFKORZWHVWRVWHURQHWKH\KDGWRVKRRWVRPHXSKLVDVVµ
´7KDW·VIXFNLQ·ZKDFNEURµ
7KHLU ODXJKWHUJUDWHVRQP\HDUVDV,UROOP\H\HV/LVWHQLQJWR
6WHYHRQHXSKLVIULHQGZLWKULGLFXORXVDQGXQEHOLHYDEOHVWRULHVPDNHV
PHIHHOVWXSLGMXVWIRUEHLQJLQWKHVDPHURRPDVWKHP
I am four years old and cowering under a table, hugging its leg for dear life. 
Tears stream down my cheeks. My breaths are rapid and uncontrollable. Besides 
P\FKRNHGVREVWKHKRXVHLVHHULO\VLOHQW7KHPDQZLWKWKH\HOORZWHHWKTXLHWO\
watches. 
´+H\PDQKDYH\RXJRWWHQODLG\HW"µ6WHYHLQTXLUHVKLVWRQHPRUH
VHULRXVWKDQXVXDO
´1RQRWUHDOO\«,JXHVVµ
´6HHWKDW·VZK\\RXQHHGWRFRPHWRDSDUW\ZLWKPHDQGWKHJX\V
,SHUVRQDOO\JXDUDQWHH\RXFRXOGÀQG\RXUVHOI DVZHHWSLHFHRI DVVµ
´,GRQ·WZDQWDKRRNXSRUDJLUOIULHQGRUDQ\WKLQJµ,WU\WREH
IRUFHIXO
´<RXJD\RUVRPHWKLQJ",PHDQWKDWZRXOGH[SODLQ\RXUVKLUWµ
6WHYHODXJKVGHULVLYHO\
´1R,·PQRW,MXVWFDUHDERXWWKLQJVRWKHUWKDQVH[µ
´:HOOPHWRRµKHFRXQWHUVVXGGHQO\GHIHQVLYH´,W·VMXVWRQHRI 
WKHEHVWSDUWVRI FROOHJH\RXNQRZ"&XWHJLUOVHYHU\ZKHUH\RXORRN
DQGPRVWRI WKHPZLOOLQJWRMXPSLQWKHVKHHWVHVSHFLDOO\ZKHQ\RX
JHWERR]HLQYROYHG,W·VSHUIHFWDPDQFDQ·WDVNIRUDQ\WKLQJPRUHµ
,ZLVKP\WKRXJKWVZHUHDVSXUHDVP\ODFNRI OLELGRPD\VHHP
WRVXJJHVW/XVWIHOOLQWRWKHVDPHSLWDVHYHU\WKLQJHOVHHYHQLI ,KDG
WKHFRXUDJHWRÁLUWZLWKDJLUO,GRQRWKDYHWKHGHVLUH
¶´%LWHPHµVKHPRDQVVHGXFWLYHO\,VLQNP\WHHWKLQWRWKHVLQHZ\ÁHVKRQKHU
neck. The sweet, metallic taste of  blood seeps across my tongue. I violently jerk my 
head back bringing with me a chunk of  skin and muscle. 
, NHHS P\ H\HV JOXHG WR WKH SDYHPHQW DV , VNLUW DURXQG WKH
TXDG, ORFN LQWRWKHUK\WKPRI P\IHHW WKXPSLQJRQWKHVLGHZDON
DQGIRFXVRQDYRLGLQJDOOWKHFUDFNV0\OLWWOHJDPHLQVXUHV,HVFKHZ
DQ\XQZDQWHGH\HFRQWDFW,FDQQRWWROHUDWHPDNLQJH\HFRQWDFWZLWK
VRPHRQHZKRLVODXJKLQJ,DOZD\VLPDJLQHWKH\DUHODXJKLQJDWPH
DOWKRXJK,NQRZLWLVSUHSRVWHURXV

,KHDUVRPHRQHVKRXW´:DWFKRXWµDQGP\DWWHQWLRQVKLIWVWR
WKHELNH VSHHGLQJ WRZDUGVPH7KH VLGHZDON LV FORJJHGZLWKRWKHU
SHGHVWULDQV DQGP\ UHDFWLRQ WLPH LV WRR VORZ0LOOLVHFRQGV EHIRUH
LPSDFWWKHELNHUVZHUYHVWRP\ULJKWRII WKHSDWK+HSUREDEO\ZRXOG
KDYHVWD\HGXSULJKWLI ,KDGQ·WEHHQSDVVLQJDOLJKWSRVW+LVIURQWWLUH
FOLSV WKHSRVW WKURZLQJKLPGDQJHURXVO\RII  EDODQFH DQG VWRSSLQJ
DOOKLVPRPHQWXP:LWKDVOLJKW\HOSKHDZNZDUGO\WXPEOHVRYHUWKH
KDQGOHEDUV LQWR D FXVKLRQRI  JUDVV , QHUYRXVO\ DSSURDFKKLP DQG
H[WHQGP\KDQG+HORRNVXSZLWKDIDPLOLDULQFHVVDQWVPLOH
´2KKL6WHYH,GLGQ·WUHFRJQL]H\RXDWÀUVW6RUU\DERXWWKDW«
,ZDVQ·WSD\LQJDWWHQWLRQµ,WHOOKLPZLWKDVKUXJ+HJUDEVP\KDQG
DQGSXOOVKLPVHOI XS
´1RZRUULHVPDQ,ZDVJRLQ·WRRIDVWDQ\ZD\3OXV,FRXOGKDYH
IDOOHQLQDORWZRUVHRI DSODFHµKHVD\VODXJKLQJDQGJHVWXULQJWRWKH
JUDVVWKDWVWLOOUHWDLQVPRVWRI LWVVXPPHUJUHHQ,QRGDQGVWUXJJOHWR
WKLQNRI VRPHWKLQJWRVD\
´:K\WKHELNH"µ,DVN´,V\RXUFDULQWKHVKRS"µ
6WHYHJLYHVPHDTXL]]LFDOORRNDQGKHVLWDWHV´,GRQ·WKDYHDFDU
MXVWWKHWUXVW\ELNH$Q\ZD\,QHHGWRJHWWRFODVV,·OOVHH\RXODWHUµ
+HUHDGMXVWVKLVEOXHDQGZKLWHVWULSHGEXWWRQXSVKLUWEULHÁ\UXEVD
JUDVVVWDLQRQWKHNQHHRI KLVMHDQVWKHQPRXQWVKLVELNHDQGSHGDOV
RII,DPWRRVWUXFNZLWKFRQIXVLRQWRUHWXUQKLVIDUHZHOO+HORRNV
LGHQWLFDOWRP\URRPPDWHEXW,NQRZIRUDIDFW6WHYHKDVDFDU
,UHWXUQWRP\GRUPURRPWRÀQG6WHYHW\SLQJDZD\DWKLVODSWRS
+HLVZHDULQJWDQVKRUWVDQGDJUHHQKRRGLH
´+RZ·VLWJRLQ·"µ+HJUHHWVPHZLWKRXWORRNLQJXS
´7REHKRQHVW,IHHODOLWWOHVWUDQJHµ,UHSO\
The spotlight glares down, trapping me in place. Hundreds of  eyes bore into 
my body. 
“‘I’m sure you’ll do great sweetie,” Mom’s empty encouragement rings in my 
KHDG,WXUQDQGÁHHWKHVWDJH
,DPVWDULQJDWWKHFHLOLQJSURFUDVWLQDWLQJDQHVVD\,FDQ·WIRUFH
P\VHOI WRIRFXVRQDQ\WKLQJ,WU\WRUHDGVRPHRI The StrangerEXW
WKHZRUGVEOXUDFURVVWKHSDJH0\PLQGKDVEHHQVFDWWHUHGVLQFH,
ZRNHXS,IHHO OLNH,·PXQDEOHWRPDNHVHQVHRI DQ\WKLQJ,H[KDOH
VORZO\WKHQ

I had only a little time left and I didn't want to waste it on God.
UROORXWRI EHG,GHFLGHDZDONDURXQGFDPSXVZLOOFOHDUP\KHDG
7KHJROGHQDQGUHGOHDYHVRI IDOOWKDWVWLOOFOLQJWRWKHH[SRVHG
EUDQFKHVVWDQGRXWVWDUNO\DJDLQVWWKHJUH\VN\+XQGUHGVRI ULSSOHV
VSUHDGDFURVVWKHSXGGOHV,VDXQWHUWKURXJKWKHUDLQDLPOHVVO\7KH
GRZQSRXUKDVGULYHQDOPRVWHYHU\RQHHOVHLQVLGHDQG,IHHOOLNH,KDYH
WKHZKROHFDPSXVWRP\VHOI,IHHOOLNH,VKRXOGEHKDSS\EXW,RQO\
IHHODYRLG
“If  the doctor thinks it best then it’s probably what you should do,” Mom 
tells me. “‘But they make me feel so… empty,” I reply. ‘“That’s better than being 
sad all the time, isn’t it buddy?” Dad says without looking up from his newspaper. 
´+RZ·V6WHYHGRLQJ":HOO,KRSH+H·VDUHDOVWDQGXSJX\µVD\V
WKHNLGZLWKWKHRUDQJHEHDQLHDVKHOHDQVRYHUP\VKRXOGHU,PHHW
KLVH\HVIRUDVSOLWVHFRQGWKHQPRYHP\JD]HGRZQWRP\SODWH
´0LQGLI ,MRLQ\RX"µKHDVNVHDJHUO\
$́FWXDOO\XP«,MXVWÀQLVKHGVR,·OOEHOHDYLQJQRZµ,VWDQGDQG
EULVNO\ZDONDFURVVWKHURRPWRGHSRVLWP\KDOI HDWHQPHDOZLWKWKH
RWKHUGLUW\GLVKHV,GRQ·WORRNEDFN
$SSDUHQWO\LW·VDVHDV\WREUHDNDKXPDQÀQJHUDVLWLVWRVQDSDFDUURW7KH
WKRXJKWUHDVVXUHVPH:LWKDTXLFNMHUNP\ULJKWSLQN\LVDWDGHJUHHDQJOH,
ZLQFHDQGKROGEDFNDFU\,JUDVSP\ULQJÀQJHUDQGJULWP\WHHWK,KHVLWDWHDQG
glance away from my now deformed hand. I grab a towel and shove it in my mouth. 
,UHWXUQZLWKDQHYHQÀUPHUJULSDQGIRUFHP\ÀQJHUEDFNWRZDUGVP\ZULVW
6WXG\LQJ WKH ZRRG RI  WKH GHVN FDSWLYDWHV PH PRUH WKDQ WKH
OHFWXUH,ORRNXSWRVHHWKHPDQZLWK\HOORZWHHWKVLWWLQJEHVLGHPH
,UHDFKLQWRP\EDFNSDFNDQGSXOORXWWKHNQLIH3DQLFVSUHDGVOLNHZLOGÀUH
when I begin slicing. Frightened students clamber for the exits.‘“How important is 
FDOFXOXVQRZ"·µ,TXHVWLRQEHIRUH,OXQJHIRUDQRWKHUWDUJHW
´6WRS IXFNLQJ VWDULQJ DWPH\RXFUHHSµ VKHPXWWHUVXQGHUKHU
EUHDWK,UHWXUQWRDQDO\]LQJP\GHVN
He rams the lit cigarette into her ear.

, FDPH WR FROOHJH ZLWK WKH DVVXPSWLRQ LW ZRXOG EH UDGLFDOO\
GLIIHUHQWIURPKLJKVFKRRO,QVRPHUHVSHFWVLWLVLW·VHDVLHUWRGLWFK
FODVVHV\RXGRQ·WKDYH\RXUSDUHQWVEUHDWKLQJGRZQ\RXUQHFNDQG
WKHKRPHZRUNLVKDUGHU+RZHYHUWKHSHRSOHDUHWKHVDPH,WKRXJKW
, ZRXOG VWHS LQWR D VHD RI  IDVFLQDWLQJ LQGLYLGXDOV DQG LQWHOOHFWXDO
GLVFXVVLRQV%XWVWXGHQWVKHUHDUHMXVWDVOLNHO\WRWDONDERXWZKHWKHU
RUQRWWKH\·UHJRLQJWRWKHIRRWEDOOJDPHDQGZKLFKJLUOWKH\MXVWVOHSW
ZLWKDVWKHLUKLJKVFKRROFRXQWHUSDUWV2QO\WKHQDPHVDQGIDFHVKDYH
FKDQJHG
The blade slips. My palm is gushing blood. It drips onto the carrots and 
broccoli in a sticky puddle. ‘“Told you he is too young to handle cutting,” Dad 
sighs. Mom looks disappointed.
*ODQFLQJRYHUP\VKRXOGHU,VHHKLPTXLFNO\DSSURDFKLQJ,KXUU\
P\SDFH
´+H\*LOEHUW*LOEHUWZDLWXSµ WKHNLGZLWK WKHRUDQJHEHDQLH
VKRXWV+HLVFODGLQDÁDQQHODQGEURZQNKDNLV,ZHLJKP\RSWLRQV
DQGGHFLGHWRVWRS
´:KDWDUH\RXGRLQJWKLVZHHNHQG"+HDUGDERXWDQ\FRROSDUWLHV"µ
´6WHYHZDVWDONLQJDERXWRQHRYHURQ7KLUG$YHQXH,WKLQNµ
´2KPDQVRXQGVDZHVRPH<RXJRQQDEHWKHUH"µ
´,ZDVQ·WSODQQLQJRQLWµ
´%XPPHUµKHUHSOLHVZLWKDGHMHFWHGIDFH´ZHVKRXOGKDQJRXW
VRPHWLPH<RXPH6WHYH²WKDWZRXOGEHJUHDWµ
´<HDK« PD\EH ,·P SUHWW\ EXV\ WKRXJK 6SHDNLQJ RI  ZKLFK
, QHHG WR JHW WR FODVVµ , VZHUYH RII  WR WKH OHIW VSHHGZDONLQJ WR
QRZKHUHLQSDUWLFXODU
Everybody looks the same. And talks the same. And is the same.
´3DVVPHWKHVWXIÀQJ*LOEHUWµ
´3OHDVHGRQ·WPDNHPHJREDFNWKHUH,UHDOO\GRQ·WOLNHLWµ,SOHDG
DVWKHDQ[LHW\ZHOOVXSLQP\YRLFH
´<RX·OOHQMR\LWPRUHRQFH\RXPDNHVRPHJRRGIULHQGVVZHHWLHµ
´6RPHSHRSOHWDNHORQJHUWRDGMXVWDQGWKDW·VRNMXVWJLYHLWVRPH
WLPH<RXKDYHWRJHWDJRRGHGXFDWLRQ,UHIXVHWRKDYHDORVHUIRUD
VRQ,WWDNHVDFROOHJHGHJUHHWRJHWDJRRGMREQRZDGD\V,VXUHKRSH

\RXUSODQLVQ·WWRGURSRXWDQGFRPHOLYHEDFNKHUHOLNHDEXP,·P
VRUU\WKDWVLPSO\ZLOOQRWÁ\LQWKLVKRXVHKROG<RXUPRWKHUDQG,
DUHUHDOO\ZRUNLQJRXUWDLOVRII IRU\RX7KHOHDVW\RXFDQGRLVSXW
VRPHHIIRUW LQWRHQMR\\RXUVHOI DQGJHWJRRGJUDGHV7KDW·VDOOZH
DVNµ
“<RX·GKDYHWREHSUHWW\QDwYHWRWKLQNSHRSOHDUHQ·WVHOÀVKµKHVD\VZLWKD
sneer. He takes a long draw on his cigarette. ‘“Trust me—anyone and everyone 
will screw you over at a moment’s notice, as long as there’s something in it for them. 
People are ruthless, Gilbert. You have to stoop to their level.”
´<RXUHDOO\QHHGWRJHWRXWPRUHµ6WHYHVD\VDXWKRULWDWLYHO\
´,MXVWZDQWWRÀQLVKCatcher in the Ryeµ,WHOOKLPZLWKDVKUXJ
´,W·V DOZD\VKRPHZRUNRU UHDGLQJ%HLQJFRRSHGXS LQKHUHDOO
WKHWLPHPXVWEHGHSUHVVLQJµ,FDQVPHOOWKHDOFRKROOLQJHULQJRQKLV
EUHDWK´:HKDYHEHHQKHUHIRUOLNHWKUHHPRQWKVDQG\RXVWLOOKDYHQ·W
EHHQWRDSDUW\,·PULJKWDUHQ·W,"&ROOHJHZLWKQRSDUWLHV³LW·VOLNH
ZKDWWKHIXFNLVWKHSRLQW"+RZPDQ\PRUH)ULGD\VGR\RXZDQWWR
ZDVWH"µ
´,·PQRWWKHW\SHZKRJRHVWRSDUWLHVµ
´1RVKLWZH·UHJRQQDFKDQJHWKDWWRQLJKWWKRXJKµKHODXJKV,
QRGDSSUHKHQVLYHO\,GHFLGHLWLVZRUWKDWU\IRUQRRWKHUUHDVRQWKDQ
WRNHHS6WHYHIURPSHVWHULQJPH
When you're not looking, somebody'll sneak up and write ‘Fuck you’ right 
under your nose.
´:KR·VUHDG\WRJHWIXFNHGXS"µ$QH[FLWHGFKHHUHUXSWVIURP
RXUJURXSDVZHDSSURDFKWKHKRXVH3HRSOHVSLOORXWRI HYHU\FUHDVH
DQGVHDPRI WKHKRXVH:HPRYHRQWRWKHSRUFKSDVWWKHEHHUSRQJ
JDPHDQGLQWRWKHPDGKRXVH7KHFURZGVHHWKHVWKLVZD\DQGWKDWWR
WKHEHDWRI WKHDZIXOPXVLF(ODWHGGUXQNKLJKVWXGHQWVDUHVSUHDG
IURPZDOOWRZDOO,ZRUPP\WKURXJKWKHPREWRDQRSHQVSRWRQD
FRXFK
 ´<R*LOEHUWWU\DKLWRI«µ
Flames dance about the house. The plume of  black smoke rises to block 
the moon. I contemplate the book of  matches in my hand. My leg twitches 
XQFRQWUROODEO\$ÀJXUHEDUUHOVRXWWKHIURQWGRRUDQGUROOVRQWKHJURXQG,ZRXOG

prefer to freeze to death. I imagine the comfortable numbness overtaking me. The 
shrill, piercing cries emanate from the decaying building.  
6KHFDQVPHOOWKHPDULMXDQDRQP\OLSV7KHVPRNHVWLOOFORXGV
P\H\HV,UXQP\VDQGSDSHUWRQJXHDFURVVWKHFDYHUQRXVURRI RI P\
PRXWK,ORRNLQWRKHUEORRGVKRWH\HVGLODWHGSXSLOVSXVKLQJWKHEOXH
LQWRWKHVHDRI UHG,·PSUHWW\VXUHVKHLVWDONLQJWRPHEXW,FDQ·W
UHVSRQG
´<RXUH\HVDUHVRJOD]HGPDQFDQ\RXHYHQVHH"µ
,VLQNGHHSHULQWRWKHÁRRU,DPVORZO\HQJXOIHGLQWKHJHODWLQRXVPDVV0\
face lowers into the darkness. Suffocation grips my lungs as I gasp frantically for 
air.
,GULYHWKHEODGHLQWRWKHVKDJUXJ&URVVLQJP\OHJV,SXOOLWRXW
DQGUHSHDWZLWKPRUHIRUFH7KHWKXPSDQGGURQHRI PXVLFGULYHV
LQWRP\WHPSOHV2QHSHUVRQLVVWDULQJGRZQDWPH$ZKROHFURZG
LVVWDULQJGRZQDWPH
´3XW WKH IXFNLQJNQLIHDZD\\RXSV\FKR -HVXV&KULVWZKDWDUH
\RXWKLQNLQJ"µ
0\ WRQJXHÁDSV DJDLQVWP\ JXPV:RUGV DUH WRRPXFK HIIRUW
IRUP\VODFNHGMDZ,UROOWKHTXHVWLRQDURXQGLQP\KHDG:KDWDP,
WKLQNLQJ"
´'XGH0\UXJ:KRWKHKHOOLV«µ
I sink the blade just above the knee. I pull it up the length of  his thigh 
towards his pelvis. He shakes violently. He cries. He moans. He begs. Like it 
will make me stop. He doesn’t realize he is telling me exactly what I want to hear.
 5HOD[DWLRQUXQVXSP\VSLQHDQGRXWWRP\WLQJOLQJÀQJHUWLSV
,IHHOOLNH,FRXOGPHOWLQWRWKHFRXFKDQG,ZLVK,FRXOG,WU\WRPDNH
P\OLPSMDZIRUPZRUGV6KHZDYHVKHUKDQGLQIURQWRI P\IDFH,
EOLQNDIHZWLPHV6KHVWDQGVXSDQGZDONVRII WRJHWDQRWKHUGULQN
6WHYHLVHYHU\ZKHUH1RPDWWHUZKLFKGLUHFWLRQ,ORRN,VHHKLP
,WKLQN,·PSDQLFNLQJ,W·VKDUGWREHVXUHRI DQ\WKLQJ7KHGRFWRU
WROG PH PDULMXDQD GRHVQ·W PL[ ZHOO ZLWK PHGLFDWLRQ 7RR PXFK
VHURWRQLQ,QFUHDVHGFKDQFHRI DQ[LHW\DWWDFNV7RRPXFKKDSSLQHVV
,·PRYHUZKHOPHGDQGUHOD[HGDWWKHVDPHWLPH,DPFRQVFLRXVDQG
LQDFRPD

Strangers in all directions. I frantically look around, but the crowd surges and 
pulsates, blocking every route. Sweat drips down my face, and I feel like my heart 
is trying to rip out of  my chest. Everyone is talking at once creating a deafening 
roar. Each voice swirls into the din making it impossible to make out what anyone 
is saying. I lunge for an unsuspecting man and clamber onto his shoulders. All I 
can see is a never-ending mob… people stretching out to the horizon.
´+H\EXGG\ZDNHXS*HWRII  WKH FRXFK7KHSDUW\·V RYHUµ ,
VWUXJJOH RXW RI  WKH KD]H RI  VOHHS DV 6WHYH·V ÀUP JULS WLJKWHQV RQ
P\VKRXOGHU+HVKDNHVPHEDFNWRUHDOLW\%XW LW LVQ·W6WHYH+H LV
ZHDULQJ D EOXH VWULSHG FDUGLJDQ RYHU DZKLWH EXWWRQ XS 6WHYHZDV
ZHDULQJÁDQQHOODVWQLJKW+LVIDFHLVWKHVDPHWKRXJK7KHWZLQNOLQJ
JUHHQ H\HV WKH FXUOHGKDLU WKH VPLOH WKDW , FDQQRW H[SHO IURPP\
KHDG,VWDQGXSDQGREVHUYHWKHGHVHUWHGKRXVH5HG6RORFXSVOLWWHU
WKHÁRRU DQGDFLJDUHWWH LV VQXIIHGRXWRQ WKHFRIIHH WDEOH , VNLUW
WKURXJKWKHPHVVWRWKHGRRU%HIRUH,OHDYH,DVNWKHKRVW´:KDW·V
\RXUQDPH"µ
´6WHYH $QG E\ WKH ZD\ \RX RZHPH VRPHPRQH\ IRU D QHZ
UXJµKHVD\VFXUWO\,ZDONRXWWKHGRRUZLWKRXWDQVZHULQJ,DPEOH
DORQJWKHVWUHHWKHDGHGEDFNWRP\GRUPEXLOGLQJ,IHHOOLNH,VKRXOG
EHIUXVWUDWHGZLWKP\URRPPDWHIRUOHDYLQJPHDWWKHSDUW\(YHU\
SHUVRQ,SDVVRQP\UHWXUQWRFDPSXVORRNVLGHQWLFDOWR6WHYHWKHLU
RQO\YDULDWLRQVEHLQJWKHFORWKHVRQWKHLUEDFNV
The man with yellow teeth puts his arm around my shoulder. His breath 
UHHNVRI VWDOHFLJDUHWWHVDQGURWWLQJÁHVK¶´,W·VOLNHWKLV*LOEHUWµKHVD\VZLWKD
ZU\VPLUN´(YHU\ERG\LVRXWWRJHW\RXVR\RXKDYHWRJHWWKHPÀUVW,W·VDYHU\
simple principle: self-preservation through elimination of  competitors. They’ll drive 
you crazy if  you let them, I promise you that.” I nod in agreement.
, VSRW WKH RUDQJH EHDQLH IURP DFURVV WKH TXDG7KH WXIW EREV
WRZDUGV PH , QRWLFH IRU RQFH WKH EHDQLH LV DERYH P\ H\H OHYHO
EHFDXVHLWLVSHUFKHGRQ6WHYH·VKHDG
%HXQLTXHMXVWOLNHHYHU\RQHHOVH
+DYH,JRQH LQVDQH" ,DPXQDEOH WRFRQÀGHQWO\DQVZHUZKLFK
PDNHVPHWKLQNWKDW,DP%XW,GRQ·WIHHODQ\GLIIHUHQW2UPD\EH

,GR , FDQ·W EH VXUHRI  DQ\WKLQJ7KDWPDNHVPH WKLQN VRPHWKLQJ
LVGLIIHUHQW ,FDQ·W UHPHPEHU ,I QRW LQVDQH ,DPVXUHO\FRQIXVHG
,V HYHU\RQH HOVH LGHQWLFDO RU KDYH , ORVW WKH DELOLW\ WR GLIIHUHQWLDWH
EHWZHHQRWKHUSHRSOH"(DFKIDFHEOHQGVLQWRWKHFURZGDQGHDFKGD\
LV LQGLVWLQJXLVKDEOHIURPWKHODVW6XUHO\,FDQ·WEHQRUPDO,ZLVK,
FRXOGUHDGVRPHRQHHOVH·VPLQGMXVWWRVHHKRZWKH\WKLQN,QHHGWR
NQRZLI ,DPUHDOO\WKDWGLIIHUHQWIURPDOOWKHVH6WHYHV
Do you know what it is like to hate? I mean, to feel real hatred? When it is 
EXULHGGHHSLQVLGHZLWKLWVGDUNWHQGULOVWDQJOHGDURXQG\RXUKHDUW"6TXHH]LQJ"
When the hate is so fundamentally linked to your being it’s like you cannot be 
separated from it? It drives out every other emotion, so all that is left is the raw 
aching of  animosity.
I use the knife to make a long, horizontal slit across his stomach. I reach my 
hand into the open gash and pull out his entrails so the dirty hypocrite can see what 
he truly looks like before he dies. The phony fuck whimpers, and I smile as wide 
as his gaping stomach.
 
,DOZD\VWU\P\EHVWWRDYRLGFRQÁLFW1RRQHHOVHVHHPVWRQRWLFH
RUFDUHVR,ÀJXUHLW·VEHVWWRNHHSP\SHDFH,QHYHU\FODVV,DWWHQG
HYHU\RWKHUSHUVRQORRNVH[DFWO\WKHVDPHDQGWKHSURIHVVRUVKDYHQ·W
HYHQPHQWLRQHGLW,DVVXPHWKH\·UHXVHGWRLW(DFK\HDUDQHZEDWFK
RI FORQHVVKRZVXSWRUHSODFHWKHROGRQHV7KHF\FOHQHYHUHQGV7KH
IDFHVEOHQGLQWRRQH
The hot, viscous sludge leaks out of  my ear and drips onto my shirt, staining 
the pure white with a black mark. I tentatively reach up to my ear and feel where it 
is coming out. It also stains my skin with midnight black blotches. Its rancid smell 
invades my nostrils. The stain spreads across my skin. My nose begins oozing the 
sludge as well. I collapse and curl into the fetal position. The blackness puddles on 
WKHJURXQGDURXQGPHDVLWÁRZVIURPHYHU\RULÀFH 
:H·UH FDXJKW LQ WKHGHSWKVRI ZLQWHU DV WKH VHPHVWHU OLPSV WR
DFORVHThe Heart of  DarknessRFFXSLHV WKHPHDQLQJOHVVKRXUV7KH
FRSLRXVDPRXQWVRI IUHHWLPH,KDYHDWFROOHJHFRXOGEHVSHQWZLWK
KRPHZRUN H[WUDFXUULFXODUV RUSRVVLEO\ D VRFLDO OLIH EXW ,KDYHQR
GHVLUHRUPRWLYDWLRQ,GRQ·WHYHQKDYHWKHGHVLUHWROLYHRUWRGLH
+HDSVRI JUH\ VQRZ OLQH WKH VLGHZDONVRI  WKHTXDG7KHHYHU
SUHVHQWJUH\FORXGVPDNH WKHVN\ IHHOKHDY\RQP\VKRXOGHUV7KH

SDUNDVDQGVNL MDFNHWVKDYHEHHQEURXJKWRXWRI KLGLQJ ,PLVV WKH
OHDYHV RI  IDOO EXW ,·OO DGPLW WKH ELWWHUZLQWHUZLQG EHWWHU VXLWVP\
WHPSHUDPHQW
We live as we dream—alone…
´*LOEHUW , WKRXJKW , VKRXOG OHW \RX NQRZ ,·P PRYLQJ RII 
FDPSXVQH[WVHPHVWHU,·PJHWWLQJDSDUWPHQWZLWKVRPHRI WKHJX\V
,W·VJRQQDEHGRSH/LNHFODVVLF$QLPDO+RXVHEXWDQDSDUWPHQW6R
ZH·UHQRWJRQQDEHURRPPDWHVDQ\PRUH+RSHWKDW·VFRROZLWK\RXµ
,JXHVV´FRROZLWKPHµLVRQHZD\WRGHVFULEHLW
´%\WKHZD\PDQKDYH\RXVHHQP\EDFNSDFN",KDYHQR LGHD
KRZ,FRXOG·YHORVWLW,FDQ·WÀQGWKHGDPQWKLQJDQ\ZKHUHµ6WHYH
FRQWLQXHVFKDWWHULQJDQG,H[DPLQHP\KDQGV´'XGH,DVNHG\RXD
TXHVWLRQ+HOOR"µ
,WXUQOHDQEDFNLQP\FKDLUDQGEHJLQVWDULQJRXWWKHZLQGRZ
6WHYHNHHSVWDONLQJ´«8VHOHVV«6KLWW\OXFN«:K\RI DOOSHRSOH«
:HLUGR«.QLYHV«%ULFN ZDOO«'HQVH PRWKHUIXFNHU<RX"µ )RU
RQFHKHLVQ·WVPLOLQJ
7KHPDQZLWKWKH\HOORZWHHWKLVVLWWLQJRQP\EHGREVHUYLQJ
,WU\WRWXUQEDFNWRWKHZLQGRZEXWP\H\HVDUHWUDQVÀ[HGRQKLV
URWWHQVPLOH“Get it over with, kill him. I know you want to.” +LVZRUGV
ULQJLQP\KHDGGURZQLQJRXW6WHYH·VUDQW
“‘The silent treatment is a little childish, honey. I was only trying to help. 
Why won’t you talk to me?”
“Answer your mother, this has gone on long enough,” Dad says trying to 
sound stern. 
,ORRNRXWXSRQWKHDQWVVZLUOLQJDERXWEHQHDWKPH,WXUQDZD\
IURPWKHZLQGRZDQGRSHQWKHERWWRPGUDZHURI P\GHVNUHYHDOLQJ
WKH KXQWLQJ NQLIH , VWROH WKH WHQLQFKPRQVWURVLW\ IURPP\ GDG·V
XQGHUXVHGKXQWLQJDQGRXWGRRUJHDUVWDVKRYHU7KDQNVJLYLQJEUHDN
,VOLGHWKHNQLIHGRZQP\SDQWOHJDQGFRYHUWKHKLOWZLWKP\FRDW,
OHDYHP\GRUPDQGKHDGIRUWKHHOHYDWRU
‘“Do it,” he whispers into my ear.
2Q WKH TXDG WKH JHQWO\ IDOOLQJ VQRZ KLGHV WKH DIWHUQRRQ VXQ

EHKLQGDGRPHRI JUH\$VXVXDOQRRQHSD\VPHDQ\PLQG(YHQ
EHQHDWKWKHKRRGV,UHFRJQL]H6WHYH·VFHDVHOHVVVPLOHRQHYHU\IDFH
0\EUHDWKLQJEHFRPHVUDSLGDQGVWUDLQHG0\KHDUWWKXPSV
“‘Imagine all the blood…”
,PDNHP\ZD\WRWKHFHQWHURI WKHTXDG3HRSOHEXVWOHWRDQG
IURPWKHLUFODVVHV8QDZDUH,JULSWKHKLOW
Pools of  red stain the virgin snow.
, EHJLQ WR VRE 7KH\·UH MXVW SHRSOH , WKLQN 7KH\·UH MXVW D
SHUVRQ$OOWKHVDPH1REHWWHUWKDQEHDVWV6RPHWKLQJVWRSVPH,
FRQWHPSODWH WXUQLQJWKHEODGHRQP\VHOI6FDWWHUHGHFKRHV+ROORZ
YRLFHVULQJ
The man with yellow teeth is furious.
,FDQ·WWHOOLI ,DPDZDNHRUQRW7KHPDQZLWKWKH\HOORZWHHWKLV
ULJKWEHVLGHPH
“‘Don’t give up you piece of  shit. Worthless!”
0\NQHHVWUHPEOH7KHZDNLQJQLJKWPDUHRI P\H[LVWHQFHZDUSV
P\ FRQVFLRXVQHVV  , ZLOO GLH DORQH $QJVW DQG DQ[LHW\ 3DVVLRQ ,
FDQQRWFRQWUROP\RZQ
“Cut the self-pity and take revenge.”
,·PO\LQJLQWKHVQRZ)DFLQJWKHVN\)ODNHVVWLFNDQGPHOWRQP\
ÁXVKHGFKHHNV5HYHQJHIRUZKDW"
“Society caused this. Die a martyr!”
6WHYHLVKHOSLQJPHXS
“Slice his throat!”
, UHVLVW WHPSWDWLRQ ,PSXOVHV ZHOO XS LQVLGH RI  PH DQG EXUVW

9RLFHVVWLOOVFUHDP0\WHPSOHVWKURE
The man with yellow teeth shakes his head and walks away. I wave farewell.
2QFH6WHYHKDVPHRQP\IHHW,MRLQWKHFURZG,VDXQWHUDORQJ
,WKURZWKHNQLIHLQWRDVQRZEDQN,GRQ·WQHHGDPLUURUWRNQRZ,
DP6WHYH
Let’s go to a party. 
